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AIHA SALUTES BOB IMMORDINO 
by Carolyn Immordino MacLeod 

The Central Jersey Chapter of the 
American Italian Historical Association 
testimonial dinner in honor of my 
father, Bob Immordino , was a joyous 
occasion. More than 80 people braved a 
cold, rainy f and very windy evening to 
attend the dinner at the Baldassari 
Regency in Chambersburg on October 4, 
1987. 

Robert Marchisotto, president of the 
Central Jersey Chapter of AIHA, welcomed 
us all. Father Lydio Tomasi, executive 
director of the Center for Migration 
Studies, Staten Island, gave the 
invocation . 

Fran Bilancio, a very capable master 
of ceremonies, called on two friends of 
my father to say a few words. Harold 
Thompson, director of the Trenton Public 
Library, spoke about Dad's close 
association with the library and his 
interest in local history. Bill Agress 
of Lawrence Township spoke of his 
friendship with my father and Dad's 
interest in Lawrence Township history. 

Next on the program was the dinner. 
The meal was delicious and plentiful. 
From the pastas and veal to the dessert, 
our bodies were nourished with excellent 
Italian food. 

While we were eatina, Angelo Chianese of 
Zip-A-Dee-Doo-Dah arrived. With red, 

white and green balloons, he sang a song 
to Dad with words written just for the 
occasion. Thank you, Angelo! 

After presenting a cake to Dad 
inscribed "Auguri, Bob", Fran introduced 
Dennis Starr, history professor at Rider 
College, as the guest speaker. Dennis 
summed up my father's activities, adding 
personal observations and reflections. 

As a fitting ending to a lovely 
evening, Mary Nicoli Ferri presented Dad 
with a handsomely framed scroll on 
behalf of the Central Jersey Chapter of 
the AIHA. The exquisite calligraphy 
reads : 

"The Central Jersey Chapter of the 
American Italian Historical Association 
presents this scroll to Robert Immordino 
in recognition of his outstanding 
leadership, commitment, and unstinting 
devotion in identifying, promulgating, 
and preserving the Italian American 
Experience in America." 

Father Tomasi ended the dinner with an 
eloquent benediction. 

Mary Nicoli Ferri and the committee 
who planned and organized this dinner 
deserve high praise. Every detail was 
v\as taken care of to ensure a memorable 
evening - from the printed programs to 



the beautifully decorated tables with 
red begonia centerpieces in baskets. 

With Dad's friends and family members 
intermingling with laughter and 
conversation, the evening drew to a 
pleasant close. 
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LILIA CHIANESE AND 
FRANCIS "BUD" SCISCIO WED 

On November 23 Lilia Chianese and 
Francis "Bud" Sciscio were wed in a 
secret ceremony at Cape May. They 
returned Thanksgiving Day to bring the 
news to their families. 

Lilia is the daughter of Anthony 
Chianese and the late Anne Chianese. 
Bud's parents are Francis ("Sonny") and 
Anne Sciscio. 

Lilia 's father Anthony did know about 
a week before, but the rest of the 
family was surprised! They were also 
happy to accept Bud into the family. 

Many blessings to you, Lilia and Budi 




PASSAGE THEATRE PLANS SHOW IN 

FEBRUARY 
"Passage Theatre, co-founded 
by Francis Bilancio, is making 
plans to open In This Fallen City 
February 26, 1988 at the Mill- 
Hill Playhouse. 

Watch the papers for details 
of this drama by Bryan Williams 
or call Fran at 392-0982. 
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CANDLES 

by Fran Bilancio 

On Thanksgiving Day, 1987, among the 
17 people celebrating in my mother's 
now legendary dining room was our great 
and ever popular Uncle Alphonso 
Bilancio. A dozen candles flickered, 
filling the room with warm light, 
illuminating the bounty of our year's 
labors which bedecked the holiday 
table. A thousand meals I've dined 
here. Ten times one thousand stories 
I've heard here. 

Our 95 year old Uncle stood up and 
sang : 

"Over these high walls I would fly, 
And I'd fly in the arms of my 
darling , 

And there I'll be waiting to die." 

We passed the deserts and coffee 
around commenting on each delicious 
morsel . 

"Uncle Al, Uncle Al," I called 
across the table and above the clatter 
of china and silver. 

"Hello," he acknowledged. 

"Tell us about who came from Campo- 
Basso." (A large city well inland of 
Casandrino . ) 

"The old man, my grandfather," he 
replied . 

"Why did he come to Casandrino?" I 
asked. 

"Why? He used to buy la 
cannaba — hemp, bring it back to 
Abruzze, process it and they used to 
make shirts, sheets, underwear, you . . 
see, out of the cannaba. Cannaba — it's 
not a pleasant thing. It's tough. 

^Then the linen came after 
that — replaced cannaba . 

^That's what we used to do. 
Manufacture la cannaba. We had about 
25-30 men and women combing — not only 
combing — but bleaching la cannaba — with 
sulfur. They would light sulfer in a 
room; close it hermitically , all night 
long. Then they would take it out in 
the morning and start combing. Put oil 
in their hands, and that used to soften 
la cannaba. Combi It used to look 
beautiful. Begin to soften. 

"So Pasquale (Uncle Al ' s 
grandfather) used to come into 
Casandrino (from Campobasso) the center 
of la cannaba grezza — rough. We used 
to process it — like a little factory. 

"I used to give them the oil — olive 
oil. The ladies and men used to put it 
in their hands and they (would) get a 
handful of hemp to tread and comb all 
day long. 

"All of those people used to get 
asthma because of the sulfur they 
inhaled all day long. This is the way 
the little factories were in Italy in 
those days — and all over the world. 

"Then the Frenchmen — so-called smart 
guys--engineers , brought machinery in 
Casandrino; replaced these men and 
women . • 

"This is why the Bilancios are here. 
You understand what I mean? 

"We were industrialists. Small. 
They replaced the people with 
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machinery . " 

Nine more stories Uncle Al told that 
night — about you, about me, about our 
people. Too soon the candles burned 
low and it was "goodbye" and "see you 
at Christmas" from all to each other. 




With fond memories we recall dear 
Aunt Mary who left us in September. 

She was a fine woman, so kind and 
good and a hard worker — always 
helpful . 

She left her daughter Ada Rubino, 
granddaughter Suzanne Studioso, great- 
grandchildren Richard, Patrick, and 
Jonathan Studioso, as well as two 
sisters . 

We will miss her. Requiescat in 
pace . 




NATHAN MILLNER 

Nathan Millner of Miami Beach/ 
friend and contributor to La Vigna, 
died recently at the age of 103. 

Born in Russia, Mr. Millner re- 
sided in the Trenton area 60 years 
before moving to Miami Beach 20 
years ago. 

Mr. Millner was a generous man 
who loved life and lived it to its 



fullest . 




THANK YOUi THANK YOU! 

La Vigna thanks the following for 
their donations: 
Bill Appleget 
Samarah Bellardo 
Marylynn and Dan Nazzaro 
Friend of La Vigna 
Mrs. Abby Darpinian 
Lewis Bilancio 
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The Madonna of Casandrino 



It was several years back that I saw the troupe I Giullari di Piazza perforin 
commedia dell' arte during an Italian festival at Washington Square in Phila- 
delphia. Their vibrant portrayal of the Italian folk characters/ brought 
to life with old-fashioned costumes and songs in Italian dialects, captured 
me completely, I wished I could bring this experience to my family and 
especially to my cousin Fran? I knew that as an actor interested in the 
Italian arts he would be especially appreciative of I Giullari ! s talents. 
As these things often go, I never got around to talking to Fran about it. 
But as these things sometimes go, I didn't have to. He had discovered I 
Giullari among his father Lou's copious notes on Italian culture. And, like 
Uncle Lou before him, Fran was deeply involved in the work of Trenton's 
Feast of Lights. In particular / he was researching the story of the Madonna 
of Casandrino. It was Fran's labor of love, with the collaboration of I 
Giullari as well as the Eldridge Park Artists of Lawrenceville , that gave us 
the recreation of the legend of the Madonna. 

The day of the show came, September 13, 1987, and the sky was pouring rain 
on Trenton • My father and I went to St. Joachim's auditorium several hours 
before the show to lend support and serve figs from his garden to the show 
people. On the stage we saw a country setting: a cornucopia of vegetables, 
bundles of straw, and a cart, all against a canvas backdrop that portrayed 
a Neapolitan village. And of course a larger than life statue of the Madonna. 
The air was tense with activity and concern that the weather would discourage 
people- from coming out. But as show time approached, the sky relented and 
even gave us some rays of sun. What had previously been a work place — actors 
rehearsing their songs and dances, Angelica and I stapling programs, factotums 
at large-- became a show place, and the people were arriving in droves. My 
little cousin Ira Giuseppe and I went outside to direct people and hand out 
programs. When the auditorium was packed, we took our places on the floor 
at the front. On with the show. 

The centuries-old story of the statue of the Madonna of Casandrino was 
told to us in Italian dialect song and dance, with English narrative. As 
legend goes, the statue of the Madonna was found by a farmer who heard a 
moan where he was digging. As the excavated statue was being carried away 
in a bull-cart, the bulls suddenly stopped and knelt. It. was decided to 
build a sanctuary for her on this site, in the town of Casandrino. Centuries 
later/ in 1906, Casandrino was threatened by the erupting Vesuvius. The 
statue is said to have been brought to face the volcano and for the first time 
in days the sun shone through the ashen black sky. As the show closed with 
this burst of sunlight, the audience rose to its feet with an emotional ovation. 
The heart of the Feast had been brought to life. 

In the spirit of the traditions we celebrate and with hope for a bright 
future,. I wish you all a Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year. Cc^i^t^QJ^x^oy 



LETTER TO THE EDITOR 

Nov. 17, 1987 
Bath, NY 

Dear Editor: 

Let me express my deepest gratitude 
for the work that you and your staff put 
into the publication of this family 
newspaper. 

As I read the last issue, I thought 
about the vastly diverse group that 
constitutes our family /extended family: 
Cousin Carmen and Cousin Chris in Estate 
Planning; Uncle Lew in Travel; Cousin 
Ange in singing telegrams; Brother Fran 
in acting; Brother Dean in the Arts; 
Friend Bill and Cousin Leo in Insurance; 
Friend Ellen in the Crafts and Arts; 
Willie, Dick, Claudia, Carol, Jim, 
Roberta, Anthony, Dorothy, Leo, et al. 
in teaching; Cousin Phyllis and Aunt 
Lucy in nursing, and on and on. 

Several weeks ago I personally booked 
a flight to Atlanta for three to visit 
Uncle Leo, Aunt Dorothy, Jane and Dave. 
Because I didn't know Uncle Lew was 
active again in travel, I picked the 
tickets up locally. 

The point is that many of us, myself 
excluded, are independent businessmen. 
Our family, both related and extended, 

is our closest, strongest suport group. 
How can we broadcast our needs, our 
strengths, so that we can materially 
support each other? Why should that 
good-looking travel agent down the street 
have my money when Uncle Lew could have 
used it? Why should Mr. Ryan book my 
insurance when best friend Bill looks 
after my interests as a friend? 

I know that the primary role of La 



Vigna is to keep alive the family history/ 
community. I submit that a thriving, 
interactive, intersupportive network of 
family can help those of us independently 
moving along to move a little more 
easily. How can we promote this family/ 
big family support? Maybe other readers 
would offer suggestions/rebuttals/ 
support . . . 

Corinne, thank you again for a great 
publication . 

Terry Bilancio 

Dear Terry: 

I would first like to thank vou, 
Terry, for your suggestions and to 
extend my thanks to all of you who have 
shared your ideas and support with La 
Vigna. We welcome input, in fact, we 
require feedback from all points of the 
La Vigna circle to insure the success 
and vitality of our family newspaper. 

It would certainly add a positive 
facet to La Vigna to include news about 
family work and businesses. Such infor- 
mation would be interesting and helpful 
to all of us, giving us the opportunity 
to network with and patronize one ano- 
ther's businesses. 

To this end we are planning a Direc- 
tory to be published in our next issue — 
please note the announcement on page 8 # 
We encourage everyone to send us a brief 
description of their work/business for our 
Directory. This is not limited to owners 
of businesses, but is an opportunity for 
all of us to share news about our full- 
t ime / par t- 1 ime j obs . 

I look forward to learning about the 
talents and services within our midst. 

Corinne Bilancio 
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LEW'S CHRISTMAS LETTER 



Thanks to La Vigna, once again I am seizing 
this opportunity to send holiday greetings to 
my relatives and friends, and to bid farewell 
to 1987. 

This was the year of the Iran-Congressional 
hearings; and once again confessed criminals 
will become millionaires as a result of their 
exposure. This was the year of the second 
football strike—when the striking football 
players picketing the stadium called the scab- 
players all kinds of dirty names, and then 
cheered them on to victory because the scabs 
were keeping their play-off hopes alive. 

In our little world there was some un- 
happy news. Lello, Mimi's oldest son, 
passed away on his fifty-second birthday; 
and Mary Westenberger , our aunt and mother 
of Ada Bilancio Rubino, died. 
, But on a happy note Francis Bilancio, 
actor and impresario, created a notable 
artistic achievement at the Feast of 
Lights. Those who attended "The Story 
of the Madonna di Casandrino" saw a show 
which they will not soon forget. Lou would 
be proud. 

Then there was October 19, Black Monday, 
when the stock market crashed. Lew should 
know because he had just unloaded his shares 
in Meridian Bank one week before. Corinne 
remembers it well also--she had been the 
recipient. 

Bernice and I are still into travel. 
In the spring we visited East Germany, 
Greece, Finland, and cruised the Nile. 
From the top deck of the Eton while sipping 
a cocktail one can watch the sun setting 
into the ocean of sand called the Sahara. 
And from the banks echo the sounds and sights 
of 3000 years of civilizations. 

Yes, we were excited by it. So much so 
that we are escorSng a group there next 
March. Hopefully it will include Bernice's 
grandson Nathaniel and Lew's Corinne who 
had studied Ancient Egyptian Civilization 
at Bryn Mawr College. 

A few weeks ago in Washington, D.C. we 
attended the 10th reunion of Fulbrighters 
and met many prominent and interesting people. 
On the way back in Baltimore we had another 
reunion of sorts— with Lew's World War II 
Army Sargeant Hy Perry. 

This winter, at the end of January, we will 
return with a small group of friends to the 
island of Margarita in order to break the 
long winter with two weeks of tropical "do Ice 
far niente." 

Today, however, it is a crisp 
December day. Christmas lights are 
shining everywhere. The wise man from 
the East, Gorbachev, has just landed 
bearing a gift: Glasnost. If this is 
really the beginning of the end of world 
wars 1987 will be remembered as long as 
civilization endures. 

And finally three cheers to La Vigna 
and its supporters who have completed 
almost 4 years of publishing and may this 
Bacchanalian chariot carry news and 
greetings to you for many more years to 
come. 






FOLLOW UP ON THE BELLARDO FAMILY 

by Samarah Bellardo 

Reading Rose Bilancio 1 s article 
about the Bellardo family in 
Fallsington was such a beautiful 
reminiscence, I thought it would be an 
appropriate follow-up to write about 
my father , . Lewis Bellardo , who had a 
special affection for Rose. The first 
14 years of my life were spent in 
Fallsington , but I must admit that my 
appreciation and view of my father 
have deepened and widened with the 
years. He was certainly the most 
diverse and accomplished man I have 
ever known; and I must add, the most 
honest, enduring, stable and loyal. 
In the Neapolitan tradition, no one 
left my father's house empty handed. 
He was generous. He loved people and 
thrived in their company. But he also 
loved quiet and lived always in the 
country. In the end he would not read 
newspapers or listen to media news. 

His accomplishments for one 
life-time are staggering, and I find 
myself more and more in awe at what he 
did with his life and the diversity of 
it. He was born in Casandrino; began 
working at age nine as water boy on 
the Trenton-Morrisville Railway 
Bridge. He had the equivalent of a 
fourth grade education but went tc 
night school for special skills. He 
was a reader and both my parents read 
every day. He revered learning and 
encouraged our education and supported 
it. An overview of his accomplish- 
ments will sound unreal, but it is 
true . 

He evidently was a fine potter in 
his teens because Mr Tamms , a pcttery 
owner in Trenton, wanted him to take 
over the business. Instead, Fop went 
into railroading and soon took over 
supervision of the round-house in 
Morrisville. He left for World War I, 
fought in the battle of the Argonne. 
When he returned home, his job was 
taken, so he apprenticed as a 
carpenter and became an independent 
builder of homes. He had accumulated 
some real estate, and so with the 
Depression he became a farmer (he knew 
animal husbandry, grafting of trees, 
the maintenance and repair of farm 
machinery, and developed a new species 
of tomato!). After the Second War he 
returned to building. He left 
Fallsington in 1952 for Hightstcwn a 
wealthy man for his time. 

When he built homes, he had done 
all the woodwork himself, so in 
retirement he began building 
furniture. He knew blacksmithing and 
built and rebuilt carriages and 
collected some 30 of them — six of 
these are in possession of Historic 
Fallsington. He dabbled in painting 
and photography. Outstanding in my 
mind as a youngster was my father as 
acrobat and horseman! As a young man 
he loved to sing and his tenor is 
remembered still. Both my parents 
loved music, especially opera. They 

were deeply religious and totally 
family oriented. My father never told 

(Continued nex-t. page) 




special experience. Uncle Jule has 
taught me to love God and perhaps 
more importantly to realize that God 
loves me. And he has reached a point 
in life only great Saints have 
achieved, namely that he sees all of 
Life through Spiritual eyes, through 
the Eye and Love of God. What finer, 
more meaningful accomplishment is 
possible for one life time? 



BELLARDO FAMILY (Cont.'d from pg4) 

me what to do or what to be . Ke 
created the opportunities o'f choice 
and allowed us "to make our own 
mistakes," as he put it. His primary 
goal in life, I believe, was to be a 
good provider. He did not expect 
people to love him, he said; but he 
required respect. And he was highly 
individualistic, as all Bellardos have 
been. He insisted on his own freedom 
of choice and rebelled when someone 
tried to tell him to do something 
contrary to his own convictions. It 
was oppressive to him. My parents were 
truly good, without guile — such a rare 
quality in the human being. They did 
not know prejudice and nothing ugly 
was said in our home regarding race or 
religion, etc. 

There are two others of Pop's 
family I should like to mention 
briefly, both of whom were strong 
influences in my life and in the lives 
of many others: his sister, my Aunt 
Sue, and her brother, my Uncle Julius. 

Aunt Sue was certainly the most 
important positive influence in my 
young life. What she gave to me and 
everyone in her life 1 could not 
calculate except as meanings and 
values and treasured experiences. She 
taught me to love life and to enjoy 
life, to give unconditionally, to be a 
friend, to love Nature and activity 
and especially activity in Nature. 
She was responsible for so many of my 
early learning experiences: trips to 
museums, historical places, musical 
performances, teaching, hiking, happy 
things, beautiful things. Her visits, 
even in later years were events of 
great expectation and elation. 
Sometimes she would come with a car 
load, sometimes by herself. I loved it 
when we had her alone to ourselves. 
One such time around the fall of the 
year stands out at this moment. We 
were all of us older. We sat around 
the fireplace, my father and mother, 
Aunt Sue and I. Aunt Sue was tired. 
Mother made a good meal and we sat and 
enjoyed the time together. Pop read 
his favorite scripture aloud, Psalm 
37. It was of course the story and 
faith of his life. Aunt Sue always 
came to our home and left us better. 
But I think she left better also, 
restored. My parents were a source of 
strength. All that giving must have 
been so exhausting for Aunt Sue. 
Imagine a life-time of it. 

And my dear Uncle Julius, the last 
surviving member of this generation. 
He has been for me a Spiritual mentor 
from my earliest years. It was in his 
home I had my first Scriptural 
training and his example has been a 
silent but powerful light in my life. 
He sacrificed his early years to the 
care of his mother; yet like Aunt Sue 
achieved the most astounishing thing 
for an immigrant family — a college 
education. He has been also a fine 
musician and example of Christian 
faith. The beauty of his person is 
intact and thriving still. Visiting 

him and his gracious, warm and loving 
wife, Anna, is an uplifting and 



FIRE! ! 

What Excitement just from that one wort 

It reminds me of the three men 
condemned to be shot. The first man 
was called forward. He stood before 
the squad, shouted "Rain", and escaped 
when the marksmen looked away. The 
second man stood forward. He shouted 
"Flood", and leaped to safety behind 
the wall. The third convict took his 
place. He shouted, "Fire!" 

And what pleasureable memories are 
called forth by that word!! 

Fires have been a time of family 
gatherings — occasions. I remember the 
Saturday events the year we removed a 
row of outbuildings, some each 
weekend, and burned the refuse. And 
the row of wild cherries, breeding so 
many gypsy moths, cutting them one at 
a time (no chain saws then) and 
burning the mountains of leaves and 
brush. Those were work fires with 
many uncles, aunts, cousins and 
grandparents sharing the tasks and 
sharing the company. 

And the many, many picnic fires. 
Early on Saturday or Sunday morning we 
would start the fire. Giant logs 
would be reduced to mounds of glowing 
coals. Chickens, ducks, goats, pigs, 
sausages, hotdogs , hamburgers, 
potatoes, corn, peppers, onions, 
beans, macaroni, coffee, all found 
their way over, under, or through 
those coals at one time or another. 

And the family, those friends, the 
acquaintances who gathered around to 
cook, to eat, to sing, to talk, to 
listen, to play. 

Highschool and college pep rally 
bonfires were like pale candles next 
to those convivial burnings of my home 
youth. 

But the most memorial family fire 
took place on a cold, cold December 
day. Our cousin Roberto was 
visiting from Italy. A cigarette 
smoker, he was subjected to the house 
rules: "No smoking inside the house!" 

Anyone who has smoked knows the 
urgent desire to "light up" after 
dinner. This dinner was particularly 
long, festive because so many more 
were there to celebrate Roberto's 
presence. t Inevitably Roberto 
surreptitiously picked up his coat to 
go outdoors. To his surpise, everyone 
stood up, put on coats and joined him 
outside. There he found that the 
2 1/2-story-high pile of brush, limbs 
and debris had been erected especially 
for him. He was requested to save his 
match long enough to ignite the fire 
after his cigarette. 

That was not a fire, it was a 
conflagration. Boy, did 
Roberto get a lot of smoke that night! 

by Terence Bilancio 
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ART REMEMBERS 

■i 

Good morning relatives/ friends and 
readers of La Vigna. Soon we will go 
to Fort Monmouth, New Jersey. But 
first let me explain my absence from 
La Vigna and you. I was in Miami 
Beach, Florida, where I have been 
going in the Winter for the past ten 
years or so. 

The bay separates Miami Beach from 
Miami. The city of Miami is highly 
successful in its endeavors to develop 
light, diversified industry, farming, 
fruits and furniture manufacturing. 
The city ranks third in the nation in 
the fashion industry. Population is a 
little under 350,000. Miami Beach 
City is a little over 87,000, a city 
for tourists. 

The word Miami derives from the 
Italian "Miami" meaning "you will love 
me", probably from the climate. 
Always sunshine and blue skies, at 
night clear moon. In the evenings, 
three times a week, there are public 
dances, one dollar charge or seasonal 
passes for $5.00 a person to buy. 
Dances are held in the open, under the 
moon and the stars, from 7:30 to 10PM. 
The people start to go away at 9 , by 
9:30 almost no one is left. The 
participants are from 40,50, and 
older, some of them 83,84. One man 
said he is 93. We go to these dances. 

Concerts are held in some places on 
different evenings — from 8 to 9 PM. 

This Winter of '85, I had some 
prostate problems for a few months, 
and I was not feeling well enough to 
write. Doctors, specialists, 
antibiotics, and in four or five 
months, I started to feel better. 
After I feel better , I always look for 
work and problems. I have a medicine 
that solves the problems of having too 
much quiet life and no trouble. There 
is my advice. Follow it carefully and 
it will get results guaranteed. 

I will tell you what happened to 
me. I will not tell you the small 
details . 

It will take too much time and I do 
not have the patience. I purchased the 
bungalow in South Miami Beach, about 5 
or 6 years ago; a couple of years 
later I decided I needed a garage for 
the car. After a few weeks of yes and 
no, the yes wins. I looked all over 
the yard and there was no place to 
build a garage. After a couple of 
months of thinking, I had the idea to 
get a piece of land. After a few more 
months, I finally had a piece of land 
for the garage. I *felt the problems 
were over. That was wrong, the 
problems and the troubles came in 
after. * 

Have patience please. Next issue: 
building a garage and Fort Monmouth. 

Arrivederci, Art (Bilancio) 

FAMILY AHOCIMS 

Chi ne fa uno ne po fa cento e uno. 

He who plays dirty once, is capable 
of playing false many times. 

He who does it once can dc it a 
hundred times. 



The Summer of My 
Shakespearian Actor 

By Linda Hamilton 

There was a density to the air 
that summer felt equally in the 
blistering heat of the city'.s ethnic 
streets and in the cool night breezes 
on the Jersey shore. It was a 
pressure, like the movements of a bird 
within a hatching shell. Remembering 
it takes me back to that summer, to my 
awakening self. That summer I felt a 
density moving within myself, pressing 
and stretching forth, reaching and 
feeling, filling me with the awareness 
that was me. Before it may have 
yawned and rolled over, now and again, 
but that was the summer we were 
formally introduced, the summer I met 
my soul, through the eyes of a 
Shakespearian actor. 

A deep voice sailed boisterously 
with the early morning light through 
the open window. Still a little 
groggy I fumbled over to see. I saw a 
man, trim, tanned and muscular, 
dressed in a red vest, tattered denim 
cut-offs, and what appeared to be 
engineering boots. He was perched on 
a ladder, singing heartily and nailing 
a streamer of brightly colored flags, 
like the ones seen at gas stations, tc 
a tree. His medium brown hair, which 
was receding, was pulled back into a 
short ponytail. Climbing down from 
the ladder he pulled a red bandana 
from his pants pocket and wiped his 
face. Turning he looked up, and 
seeing me, waved his crimson banner. 
"Hullo! You're missing a fine 
morning!" I breathed in deeply. The 
air was thick and full, pregnant with 
life. "Who's the man on the back 
lawn?" I asked my friend. She sat up 
sleepily, squinting out the window. 
"That's my cousin," she yawned. "He's 
the Shakespearian actor." 

It was a large family, eight 
aunts and uncles, and more cousins 
than I could count. Their 
celebrations were endless, although I 
never knew what they were about. 
Before my friend and I were allowed 
out of the house in the mornings, we 
had to dice, chop, mix or bake 
something. I don't believe there was 
a time during the day something wasn't 
cooking in that kitchen. All the 
vegetables came fresh from their 
garden and all they ever had to drink 
was wine or water. I spent most of my 
money that summer bribing one of the 
younger cousins to smuggle Cokes to 
me. The afternoons were filled with 
outdoor games of bocci, volley ball, 
soccer, football, capture the flag, 
and tag. We built tree houses, rode 
bikes, and flew kites. The nights 
were filled with Italian songs and 
lively folk dancing — ending with the 
old men talking politics, and the rest 
of us huddling around an open fire, 
waiting for the Shakespearian actor to 

weave his tales against the flickering 
light . 

He was a teller of tales, a gypsy 

(Continued next page) 
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conjuror. His characters lept from 
the embers and branded our dreams . He 
was as old as Methuselah, and as young 
as Pan. Sparks danced in his eyes. 
He spoke in whispers to the throbbing 
light of the pulsing fire. He 
commanded the shadows . They ebbed to 
and fro in steady rhythm, keeping time 
as his story gained momentum, 
vanishing with the crack of green 
branches snapping in the flames. The 
firelight, like lightning illuminated 
every detail of his expressive, Roman 
face* The ghost from Hamlet, the red 
death from Poe, and the demons from 
the English moors of Bronte 1 , Doyle, 
and Shelley, came forth at his 
bidding. Something inside me was 
stirring too. Like the Pied Piper he 
called, and as children, We followed. 
We were led by the magic of his 
colorful life and the melody of his 
spirit. We followed him to 
Shakespearian Festivals, to horse 
races, and to the steamy jazz of 
Trenton coffee houses. The world and 
all its possibilities were open before 
us. There we saw so much more to life 
than the mere existence of it. We did 
not yet know our souls, but were drunk 
with his. 

The night I remember most was the 
night we three drove down to the 
shore. We were to be joined the next 
day by aunts, uncles, and assorted 
variety of the countless cousins. We 
had driven over an hour on 
forest-flanked highway with no street 
lights, in his old V.W. bug. The car 
had a hole in the floor of the 
backseat six inches in diameter, a 
broken gas gauge, and a heater that 
blasted permanently on high. We 
exchanged chilling stories of the 
reclusive, laggard people who lived in 
these backwoods, and the tales of 
stranded travelers who were never 
heard from again. As our tension 
grew, so did the twinkle in his eye. 
it was a playful 'gleam rivaled only by 
some portrayals of Santa Claus . We 
arrived, sweaty and windblown at the 
beach house, much relieved, and began 
opening windows and doors to air . We 
found the linens and made the beds. 

• Outside the den, a wooden deck 
extended from the back of the house, 
facing the sea. 1 could hear the 
waves crashing, cloaked by the 
darkness, and feel the cool salty wind 
whip up my cotton dress licking my 
skin, rushing over my neck and face, 
and combing through my hair. I stood 
alone, feeling my own presence. The 
past and future could not alter the 
present. No matter how brief my fate 
allowed me to be, I had felt my own 
existence, I had known that 1 was. In 
time I became aware that the others 
had joined me. My friend sat gazing, 
somewhat apart, her chin resting on 
the knees she intently embraced. He 
stood behind me slightly to my side. 
His eyes were far away, somewhere 
along the shore, in the lapping surf. 
H I want to be down there ," I 

said. "I want to touch the sea." He 
turned away slightly, and looked up 



toward the night sky. He seemed to be 
recalling something — and pulled away 
from me, leaving me to know the moment 
for myself. Still standing, my face 
to the wind, I walked down toward the 
waves, and in a while, each in his own 
time, they followed. The density of 
the air created a weightlessness, a 
buoyancy like that of floating on 
water. It was intoxicating. We 
drifted effortlessly under the sky. 
The universe was open to us. Our 
utter insignificance and 
unchallengable existence danced in 
circles in the starlight. A part of 
me awoke I had not known before. I 
knew everthing and nothing at all. I 
felt a surging inside me. I felt my 
soul. Like a current just below the 
surface of a stream it follows its 
course, ever changing over warm, 
babbling shallows, and gliding in 
pulses through the cool depths. I had 
experienced, yet not possessed the 
essence of my own nature, and still 
do, like the thickness of the air I 
knew that summer. 

Note: Linda is a childhood friend of Jane 
Bilancio Darpinian. She travelled with 
Jane and Jane's family from Atlanta to 
90 Eggerts Road, Lawrenceville , to stay 
at the home of Rose and Lou Bilancio. 

HAPPY BIRTHDAY 

*. $ * <> 




Jan . 



o 



23 
24 

27 
30 
31 



Mary Gervasio 
Phyllis Gervasio 
Beatrice Johnson 
Joseph Chianese 
Ralph Gervasio 
Debbie Armenti 
Celeste Armenti 



Feb. 



2 Steven Armenti 

3 Prank Garzio 

7 Bob Chianese (Joe's son) 

12 Sandra Remboske 

13 Marie Armenti 

Angela Chianese Joaephson 

16 Lewis Bilancio 

18 Vince Guerra 

24 Dorothy Bilancio 



Mar. 6 Angela Gervasio 
7 Loren Armenti 

Steven & Laura Garzio 
14 Leo Bilancio 

24 Anthony Chianese 
Louise Chianese 

25 Ralph Gervasio 

26 Carolyn MacLeod 
Richard Brett Cohen 

28 Pan Chianese 

29 Angelo Chianese 

HAPPY ANNIVERSARY 




Jan. 15 Jerry & Rita Chianese 



Mar. 



8 Nick & Marie Armenti 
8 Roberta and Dan Garcia 
10 Pat 6 Jane Chianese 
16 Jennie and Bob Immordino 
30 Carolyn & Jim MacLeod 
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LA CUCINA 

Raw Cranberry Relish 

(a la Jaime MacLeod) 



Jaime first made this cranberry relish in pre-school and brought it 
home for her contribution to Thanksgiving dinner. Her family loved it and 
asked for the recipe. Her grandmother/ Jennie Immordino, calls it the 
easiest most delicious cranberry relish she's ever come across. 

4 Cups raw cranberries 

2 Medium oranges, peeled and seeded 

3/4 Cup sugar (or less) 

1 (14-16 oz.) can crushed pineapple 

1 Cup chopped walnuts (or pecans) 

Wash and sort berries. Put in blender with oranges - chop well. Add 
crushed pineapple and chopped nuts and mix well. Refriqerate to blend 
flavors . 

Makes 1 1/2 Quarts. 



HALLOWEEN 

I remember one Halloween, the 
family (by tradition) went out in 
costume together. Dad would drive to 
each family aunt's, uncle's, or 
cousin's house. 

We would all get out, go to the 
door and knock. The usual ritual 
would begin — to guess who we could be. 

The main stop was always my Aunt 
Mary's and Uncle Nick's (Armenti) 
house. It never failed, our eyes were 
always able to feast on a table filled 
with candy, two feet high (well, now 
you know how those childhood memories 
go); well, one foot highi We always 
were welcome to choose some goodies 
off this table for our own. While we 
were there we might get a glimpse of 
our cousins (Nicky, Carmen, Erma, Joey 
or Anthony) running in and emptying 
their Halloween goody-bags' contents 
onto this table and running again, out 
the door to get more goodies to add to 



this table filled with a child's 
dreams . 

We would depart, thanking Aunt Mary 
and Uncle Nick for such a generous 
treat. 

Now, this Halloween we proceeded to 
our cousin Ada ' s (Bilancio Franco) 
house. We knocked and were welcomed 
into the house. Now, my dad, as I 
remember, was wearing a large 
housecoat — cream with small green 
clovers and a kerchief to cover his 
head (now you can imagine his feminine 
physique!) Dad decides to pull a 
trick. He reaches for a vase and 
starts to pretend to put it under his 
housecoat. Weill You should see the 
expression on Guy's face. Quickly Dad 
puts the vase back and makes it known 
who he really is — not a little old 
lady crook, but only a visiting 
relative — he is cousin Louis come 
visiting with cousin Rose and 
children, Terry, Eeaty, Clora, and 
Fran. , by Beatrice Johnson 



WOULD YOU LIKE TO SHAKE NEWS OF YOUR WORK OR BUSINESS? 

Send in a paragraph for the La Vigna Business Directory* Not limited to 
owners of the businesses, this is a space for us to tell each other about what 
our work is, whether it be running or working in a shop, teaching, etc. Don't 
forget to include: your name(s), the nature of your business, business 
address and phone number and whether or not the business is family owned, and 
if so, who the owner is. The entry should be 3 1/2" wide (the width of one 
column) and up to approximately 2" high. 

Please send in your entries as well as all other articles/photos/news for 
our next La Vigna by February 25, 1988 . 
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